OH, LET. ME GC 


TO MY 


Oh, let me go to my home again, 
The home my childhood knew ; 

"T'was there I dreamed that earth was fair 
And every heart’ was true. 

, Tis sad,toTwake from pleasant dreams 
_Into a world of pain ; 

Oh, let my footsteps wandey: back 

To that dear home again ! 


»lwas there my mother held my hand, 
There first my footsteps trod ; 

"T'was there I gazed upon the stars, 
And lisped the name of God ! 

Tis there my only sister’s laid 
Upon our garden’s verge— 

And mourning winds among the flowers 
Still chant her nightly dirge. 


Oh, I am weary of this change, 
As here and there I rove ; 
And time but rivets in the heart 
The links of what we love ! 
Then let me go to my childhood’s home, 
And V’li no more complain : 
_ That sacred spot, my father’s hearth— 
To dear old home again. 
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